EASTER-DAY

Not only do I feel to-day Christ risen,
I feel Him also in the fields' orison;
I hear Him in that plethora of praise
From Pan awakening now with new amaze.

Christ lived for me and also for this earth;
He died that I and it should win new birth;
He rose to prove Man's immortality,
A symbol of each April's ecstasy,

Adding new notes to yonder lark's first flight;
New radiance to that rising ball of light,
Making each blossom richer by a bud;
Each heart-beat quickened by new-pulsing blood
Only young lovers know at Easter-time,
Kissing in woods while far cathedrals chime.
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